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and penetrating. Our boatmen talked in soft monotonous voices
till sleep overtook them, but always one of them remained on
watch to throw wood from time to time upon the fires for tiger
abound in the district. Nothing came however to disturb the
peace of this perfect night and even Mohammed, his rice cooked
and eaten, sat in the boat and sang in a crooning falsetto voice.
He had refused to sleep ashore, having no desire, he said, to be
carried off by the famous tigers of the Yu valley, and the last con-
solatory remark that I made to him before I sought my humble bed
was that the tigers liked to swim out to boats as it was easier to kill
their victims in the water. I don't for a moment think he believed
me but he thought it best to stop singing. Not a breath of wind
stirred and the silence was almost unbroken. A few twigs,
snapped by the stealthy steps of some prowling jungle beast,
sounded like pistol shots. Once something cried out as if in
pain or terror but whether bird or beast I do not know. From
time to time I woke feeling how good it was to be alive, with the
marvellous still moonlight and the forest and the river—and the
sense of supreme solitude. At dawn the jungle woke. Birds
welcomed the day with song. Jungle fowl crowed and cackled
and a host of monkeys uttered weird screams in distant tree-tops,
complaining of I know not what.
There were more rapids on the second day and our boatmen
were as much in the water as in the boat, tugging and pushing
and steering her over the shallow falls and in and out of the
boulders. Sometimes it seemed as though the turmoil of the
stream would engulf us but ever we emerged into the intervening
reaches in safety but often wet. Here and there a little canal
had been dug parallel to the bank, scarcely wider than our long
frail canoe. Into this our craft was steered to be swept on by the
swift current in a passage too narrow for it to capsize, while,
separated only by a ridge of piled stones or a bamboo and earth
embankment, the river rushed from rock to rock in noisy
clamour. At such places there were a few houses and the men
came to our assistance, earning some scanty reward. In the more
open rapids where a passage was possible, two of our men would
leap ashore and holding taut a rope made fast to the boat's stern
would retard our dancing progress. From stone to stone they
leaped but never allowing the line to slacken until once more we
glided into a placid reach. On board, the third man, paddle in
hand, steered us off the rocks and shouted noisy directions to the
others, Their naked bronze bodies sparkled and shone in the

